it's hard to get good help these days; the brother-in-law has to bail his garage workers out of jail most Saturday nights.
But the important thing about this consciousness was that it was in the background. Blacks rode in the back of our [133] buses, all the kids in my school were white, there were white and colored drinking fountains in the downtown dime stores-in hundreds of ways, I was exposed to the relegated, segregated situation of black people. But I've been in situations where I was being told, in effect: &dquo;You've got a skill we need, but don't expect us to treat you well because you're using it in the black community.&dquo; What that said to me was that they were expecting white guilt to sustain me, that I didn't merit even daily amenities. [153] labor built the country, and how blacks have produced our only indigenous art form, the music of the blues and jazz. But these are abstractions not really meant to imply that individual interchange with black people is a valuable daily experience, one to be sought.
I have found that it is and an immeasurably rich one.
